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Bicket, with tray on knee, debating where he had best
stand.
66 I fyvour the mokes," he said at last, " up by the pond.
People'll have more money than when they get down among
the swings and cocoanuts ; and you can go and sit in a
chair by the pond, like the seaside—I don't want you with
me not till I've sold out."
Victorine pressed his arm.
Along the top and over on to the heath to north and south
the holiday swarms surged, in perfect humour, carrying
paper bags. Round the pond children, with thin, grey-
white, spindly legs, were paddling and shrilly chattering,
too content to smile. Elderly couples crawled slowly by,
with jutting stomachs, and faces discoloured by the un-
accustomed climb. Girls and young men were few, for they
were dispersed already on the heath, in search of a madder
merriment. On benches, in chairs of green canvas or
painted wood, hundreds were sitting, contemplating their
feet, as if imagining the waves of the sea. Now and again
three donkeys would start, urged from behind, and slowly
tittup their burdens along the pond's margin. Hawkers
cried goods. Fat dark women told fortunes. Policemen
stood cynically near them. A man talked and talked and
took his hat round.
Tony Bicket unslung his tray. His cockney voice,
wheedling and a little husky, offered his coloured airs with-
out intermission. This was something like ! It was brisk !
And now and again he gazed through the throng away
across the pond, to where Victorine would be seated
in a canvas chair—looking different from every one—he
knew.
" Fine balloons—fine balloons ! Six for a bob ! Big one,
Madam ? Only sixpence. See , the size ! Buy, buy !
Tyke one for the little boy ! "
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